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to you quite brutally. With a man of Monsieur Paul's age, one would have to hesitate more about throwing him out into the street."
These last remarks, which were clearly not made at random, certainly sent a slight shiver down Wazemmes's back. But he had too much confidence in himself to imagine that he would be unequal to any job which he liked doing.
Abruptly the gentleman pulled out some money, summoned the waiter, and closed the conversation.
" Well, there it is. Think it over, Fll take you on trial. For the time being, you'll have to do filing and indexing, a little letter-writing, and, above all, errands about Paris -errands which will demand brains and, I repeat, initiative. Not a dull job. A hundred francs a month. At sixteen, that's not bad. I warn you that you won't always get Sundays off. But if things go well, you won't have to ask me to raise your salary; or I might take you into partnership. Take down my address: Monsieur Haverkamp, 21 rue Crok-des-Petits-Champs. Here, let me write it for you. That's my old place of business. I'm moving somewhere better. Where do you work ? "
" 164 rue Montmartre. . . . If you want a recommendation------"
" I don't care a damn about recommendations. I'll see you on the job. But, as your place is only five minutes away from me, it will be easy for you to send me word. I shall have to have your uncle's consent, of course.... See you later."